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Beautified with Three ene x 42 . 
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I. Cupia's Cruelty; or, The Fortunate Blue- 
coat Boy. 
II. The contented Loves or, A pleaſant 
Courtſhip with a Shepherd and a Nymph. 
III. Tom and Wil; or, The Shepherds 
Sheeptold. 
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Tune of, Wien ＋ gad d on my Chloe trembling. 


ALLANTS, liſten to my Ditty, 
And the Truth 1 will relate, 
How a Blue-coat Boy ſo pretty, 
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Cupid's Crreliy; Or, The Fortune Bue-coat Ba, 
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Was advanc'd to a great Eftate ; 

For a Lady of great Fortune, | 
Chanc'd on him to. caſt an Eye; | 

Czp1id has caus'd her 40 importunegs” +, V 

or no other ſhe eu eſp ). 

That appeared half ſo charming E G 
As this pretty Youth fo ſweet: W 79 ꝛ. 

In Love's Raptures ſhe was aiming, T 
To lay her -T reaſure at bis Feet, 

If kind Fate would let her gain him, 


le is an Angel in mine Eye, 


In whom ſhe plac'd her chiefeſt Joy; | D 
Jive grant, quoth ſhe, ! may obtain bim g 

This tender lovely Blue- coat Boy. . {Dt 
Methinks young 7 ommy doth delight me, 14 
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He «doth appear ſo bright and ſprightly, _— 1555 P. 
I muſt obtain him or muſt di; 4 14 


In a happy joyful Marriage _ 
In him alone I place my Joy; ß; 
Sure none excells my Blue-coat Bol. 
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Why ſhould 1 thus figh.and languiſt,.: +... ] 

Am not Ia Lady gay?... .. 3 ' 
Cxpid hind come eiſe my Auguim. . 
T inſtead me what 10 fa). Sitte 
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. Pil write to my ſweet Jewel. 
My dear tempting Blue- coat Boy, 
Perhaps 1 may not find him crael, 

My dear tempting Blu=-couat Bo) 


Then with Fingers long aud fender, | 
With her Pen ſhe did indie, 
Theſe Lines, and ſaid, ſurrender, _ 
A Fortune, who in Gold fo brighg,” 
Hath tix hundred Pounds a Year,..” 
Which you right freely may enjoy ; 
Wonder not my deareſt Dear, 
A Fartune loves a Blue- coat Boy. 


| am young and fraught with Riches, 
Nay, ſome doth ſay I'm handſome 

My Heart agreeth with my Speeches, ' — 
Cupid cauſeth me to woo o: 

Gentle Youth, do not diſdain me, 
For in you. is all my Joy, 

Tho“ perhaps ſome Perſons blame me; 
Yet muſt I love a. Blue-coat Boy. 


Deareſt anſwer this my Letter, 

Tell me, can'ſt thou fancy to love 
A Lady, who efteems thee detter; 
And t prize thee far above, 

All the Wealth within the Nation, 
Thou art my only earthly Joy, 

'i make the happy in great Station, 
My pretty lovely Blue-cogt Boy. 


When young Tou the ſame perus'd, 


His youthful Thoughts where in 4 Maze, 85 


His Heart and Senſes were 4 
Soon his youthful Spirits rais'd, 

And return'd a modeſt Letter, 
And let the Lady underſtand, 

He was link d to her in Capid's Feuers, 
Ane wholly was at her Command. 
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Many Letters paſs'd betwixt them, 
Many Limes they Meetings had; 
Love their Hearts had jntermixt then, 
She mejoic'd and he was glad: _ 
Then in private they ware martied, 
To bath their great Content and Joy; 
A vaſt Eſtate to him ſhe carried, 1 
Thus Fortune rais'd the pretty Boy. 


From his Cloaths of Blue ſhe ſtrip'd bim, 
And deck d him in moſt rich Array; 
Like to a Lord ſhe ſoon equip'd him, 
And from the Houſe took bim away: 
He appears a charming Creature, 
His tair Lady's only Joy, 

'With Shape and comely Feature, 

This youthful handfome Blue- coat Boy. 


The Conſtant Lovers, &c. To a new Pune. 


T*H E Shepherd A oni, being weary with Sport, 
Return'd to the Woods, where he us'd to retort; 
He let fall his Crook, and I himſelf down, 
He envy'd no Monarch, nor with'd for no Crown. 


He drank the cold Brooks, eat the Frui:s of the Tree, 
Knjoying himfelf, from all Cares he was free ; 
He valu'd no Nymph, was ſhe never ſo fair, 
No Pride, no Ambition, and therefore no Care. 


But as it fell out in an Evening ſo clear, 
A charming ſweet Voice he chanc'd for to hear; 


He ſtood like a Stone, not one Foot could be move, 


He knew not what ail'd him, but he fear'd it was Love. 


The Nymph ſhe beheld him with a modeſt Grace, 


Seeing fomething appear, ſhe diſguiſed her F ace; 
She giſpuiſed ber Face, and unto him did ſay, 


| Row now, Mr. Shepherd, bow came you, this Way? 
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The Shepherd replied, and to her he ſaid. 
de' er was ſurprized at the Sight of a Maid; 
zefore | beheld thee, from all Care was | free, 
zut now am Captive, my Deateſt, to thee: 


O Shepherd, O Shepherd, leave not your free Seate, 
zor Love will intangle you in Sorrow thats grant, 
and ciltraft quite your Brain that you ne'er will have 

Reſt, : 
Then incline not to Love, for as yet you are bleſt. 


FairN ympb of the Wood, and thou Charmer of Man. 
Thy Beauty's ſo great, I cannot it withſtand ; 
Then pity my Cale, and yield me ſome Joy, 
0) picy, O picy a wounded young Boy. 


The Nymph fhe reply'd with a Janguiſhing Look, 
kzying, Shepherd, alas! my Way U miſtook; _ 
Or you never had fcen me, no. I know who you were, 
For now | do pity you, | do declare. 


Then fit thee down by me, O thou beauteous Nymph, 
And jet me enjoy thy ſweet Per ſon, or Glimpſe 
Of thy Beauty celeſtail, ſo charming, ſo, fait, 
Thy Beauty indeed is beyond all Compare, 


O don't prove my Downfal ! why will you, O why ? 
Will you let your poor Shepherd thus languiſhing die; 
ifyou grant me noc Love, all the World can't me ſave, 
Tho' I oneedid flight, yet twill being me to the Gtave. 


With that poor Adonit let fall foams few Tears, Z 
is Face look'd pale which diſcover'd his Fears: 
he Ny mph looked Red, and bluſhing did cry, 
) no ſweet Adonis, for me thou ſhan't die. 


Ihen take now your Shepherde ſs, FI] de no more coy, 
1 Love let us live and each other en; 
In the Groves that fo pleaſant under Trees that's ſo high 
Ia love let us live and in Love let us die. Fg 


This 


[ Th N * | 
CS 


This Anſwer reviv'd poor Adonis's Heart, | 


His Troubles were fled, and he felt no more Smart; 


The Nymph ſhe receiv'd with Looks that were ł ind, 
And trom her fair Shepherd ſhe Comfort did find. 


Then ſoftly he tonk her and did lay her down, 
The Sky was their Tealtor, their Bed was the Ground; 
He folded her often in bis lovely Arms, | 
Her Face and her Features ciicover'd rare Charms. 


As charming Veauus was when ſhe was took, 
Along with brave Mars, when the Gods at him look'd; 
Yet this Nymph and youngShepherd, more beautiful far, 
Like the Light ot the Sun Beams ſo ehar ming they were. 


Thus in great Enjoyment, from Care and all Strife, 
This loving Couple leads a charming ſweet Life; 
No Wars, nor no Battles, no Rumpers they ee, 
In Peace and great Comtort, and in Pleaſure they be. 


Among the ſweet Groves thus pleaſant they lire, 
Notning they want, but what Heaven doth them give 
It is there, it is there, O! It is there that they keep, 
Their quiet contented poor harmleſs Sheep. 


All the Day near te Mountains and Rivers they rove, 
At Night they rerurn to their peaceable Groves; 
And thus in the Day, as well as the Night, 

They lire in great Fleaſure, in Joy and Delight. 


Oneſiugswith her Voice, theotherplayswith his Flute, 
While one is employ'd the other ſtands mute; 
They look at each other, ſo charming, fo ſweet, 
Sometimes interpoſing their Lips they do meet. 


Thus charming, thus lovely, they lead a ſweet Life, 
80 free from all Care, and ſo ſafe from all Strife: 
If therefore all of you Cententment would find, 
Like this happy Couple, be loving and kind. 
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They dad quite one Defire; 


Paſtora's Eyes and amorous Looks, 
Set both their Hearts on Firs. 


k'd em came of honeſt gentle Race, 


By Father and by Mother; 
Vill was noble, but alas, 


a6 : 
Tom aud Will; Or, The Shepherds Sheepfold: 
UM and Will were Shepherds Swains, 
Who 1ov?d and liv'd together; 


When fair Paſtera grac'd the Plains, 
Alack, why game we thither ? 


ud; por though they fed twa ſeveral Flocks, 


He was the younger Brother. 


Tom was held the proper Lad, 
But Will the better Bowler. 


The ſcorching Flames their Heart did bear, 
"Then they could no longer ſmother, 
Although they knew they Rivals were, 


Tem was toilſome, Hill was fad, 
No Huntſman, nor no Fowler ; 


They ſtil} lov'd one another. 


Tom would drink her Health, and ſwear, 
This Nation will not want her, 

Will could not take her by the Ear, 
And with his Voice enctant her. 


Tom keeps always in her Sight, 
And ne'er forgot his Duty: 


Will was witty, and could write 
Some Sonnets on ber Beauty, 
Thus did e handle Tom and #ill, 


Who both did dote vpon ber; 


For yraciouſiy ſhe us'd them ſtill, 
And ſhe preſerved her Honour. 


Yet ſhe was as ſwert à Sb, 
And of ſo ſweet Behavous, 
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That Tosz thou ht he, and V7. * he 
Was chiefly in her Favour. 
Paſtora was a lovely Laſs, 
And of a lovely Feature, 
Divinely good and fair the was, 
And kind to every Creature, 


Of Favour ſhe was provident, 
And yet not over-tparing ; 
She gave no leſs Encoaragement, 
Yer kept them from deſpairing. 
Which of theſe Two ſhe loved beſt, 
Or whether ſhe lov'd either; 
*T is thought they'll find it to their Coſt, 
That indeed fhe loy'a neither. 
She dealt her Favour equally, ' 
They both were well contented : 
She kept them both from Jealouſy, 
Not eaſily prevented. 
Tale-telling Fame hata made Report 
O fair Paſtora's Beauty ; 
Paſtor's ſent for to the Coutt, 
There for to perſorm her Duty. 
Unto the Court Paſtora's gong; 
It had been no Court without her; 
Oar Queen ' mongſt all her Train nad none, 


Not half ſo dar about her. 
Tow hung his Dog, and threw away, 
His Sheep Crook and bis Wallet; 
Mili burſt his Pipes, and curſt the Day 
1 hat e'er be made a Sonar. 10 TU 52 
Their Nine- pins and there Bowls that wet® 
Their Joys are turn'd to Fears; 
”Tis Time for me an End to make, 
Let them ga ſhake their Ears. 
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